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which was still vividly impressed on my mind's eye.
After dinner we did not go out to look about us, as it
was Sunday.      We were wrong,  as in Paris all the
shops and public places are open on Sunday.    In front
of the hotel was a broad square,  seemingly miles in
extent, with a fine entrance, and splendid iron railings
all round.     Inside were canals, ponds, and fountains,
life-size sculptures, beds of flowers, lovely walks, hand-
some trees, and lovely green grass.    The whole was a
mass of green.     Thousands of chairs were scattered
about, and the place crowded daily with well-dressed
men, women, and children.    Refreshments were pro-
curable.    I walked all over it, blessed my good fortune,
and told the commissionaire to take me to some other
beauties.    He said, ' Let us go to Versailles, which is
open to-day, this being the first Sunday of the month.
It is well worth a visit.7     We walked with him; but
as I had done a lot of walking,  I was tired.     As I
passed through streets and bazaars, however, my won-
der increased, and I felt no fatigue at times.     I do
not know how far we walked, but saying,  * O God,
O God ! ' we passed into the door of an enormous
building.     There was a great crowd, which all made
for another door.      The commissionaire stopped  us,
and said he would go and take tickets, which he did
at once, and said, * Come on.'   I thought that the door
we were going through led into Versailles,  when   I
found myself in a splendid railway station, with a train
reudy to- start !     I felt quite angry, as I had been
travelling the whole of the previous night on the rail-
way, and was tired by the long walk.     I cannot tell
how angry I was, and how disinclined to enter the
train.      The stupid commissionaire had, without my
permission, taken second-class tickets.    There are two
H